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	1. Chapter 1

Chapter 1: insurance

I watched Abraham fall to the ground several holes caused by the barbed wire wrapped around the bat Negan had called Lucille, were now in his head, they gushed blood witch poured down his face in crimson rivulets.

Abraham's eyes had rolled to the back of his head and his mouth moved uncontrollably as he tried to utter his final words.

"Sash…Sash"

I looked beside me to see tears pouring down Sasha's face, I could tell she was trying hard not to sob or cry out to him, her face was strained and her eyes were filled with so much sorrow it almost hurt to look at them.

My attention was turned back to Negan as he swung again a maniacal smile stretched across his tanned and bearded face, the bat once again connected with the back of Abrahams head with a sickening crunch.

This time his skull cracked, and more blood than I've ever seen poured through the cracks of his shattered skull, along with parts of brain and gore.

I could no longer hold it in and tears started to roll down my cheek, I shut my eye tightly I had seen some horrible things, but this was to much, I had never seen someone die like this, not at the hands of another person.

I knew that people were bad, that they were a bigger threat then the walkers but I just couldn't understand how someone could be so cruel as to smash someone else's head in and still be able to smile, to live with it.

I kept my eyes shut hearing crack after crack, as Negan brought his bat down again and again, on what used to be Abraham, on what used to be someone I looked up to, someone who was strong and fearless and had so much to live for, but now, now he was just another dead body, just another grave to dig, now Abraham Ford was just a memory.

I hadn't realized it was over until Negan said,

"Woo I think Lucille's had enough"

I clenched my teeth trying to keep my anger contained, I hadn't known Abraham very well but I knew he didn't deserve to die like this, especially not at the hands of someone like Negan.

"Now" Negan started leaning down in front of my father that devilish smile still etched on his cheerful face.

"I need you to listen, and I need you to listen very closely, this" he said pointing Lucille at Abrahams lifeless body "is what happens when you think you can do whatever the hell you want."

Negan looked over at me and his smile grew even wider making my stomach clench, I put on a strong face but my fear out weighed my anger greatly.

He walked over to me and grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet, he readjusted my hat and flannel shirt in a mocking way.

"What's you're name young man?"

I didn't want to answer him, I wanted to punch him, again and again, I wanted to let all my anger out on him, make him feel the same pain he made Abraham and all of us feel, but I was only a kid, and Negan was a ruthless leader of a large group of murders, I wouldn't stand a chance.

"Carl" I said trying hard not to let my voice break

"Well Carl you and I are going to go for a little trip."

"NO!" dad yelled, he struggled against the man holding him.

My eyes started to grow wide as his words sunk in. He was going to take me, probably as leverage. I started to tremble with fear, if I let him take me who knows what would happen, what he was capable of, he beat a mans skull in without even flinching, what would he do to me.

I started to struggle, witch only made Negan laugh, he grabbed my other arm and turned me around in one swift movement and started to tie my hands behind my back.

"Please" dad pleaded "I'll do anything you want, just please don't!"

Negan just smiled again his enthusiastic bravado never wearing off.

"Now you see Rick that right there is a damn lie, as long as you have your son, as long as you have what you care about most, you're in control, and you would still have a chance to stand against me with you're son right by your side, don't worry he won't be harmed, he'll just be staying with us for a little while."

Tears were now streaming down my dad's face as he was probably realizing Negan was going to take me and there was nothing he could do about it.

"Dwight take the boy to the RV"

The man with the blond hair that reached to his shoulder's, grabbed me with one hand, the other clutched Daryl's crossbow. He lead me to the RV his hand wrapped so tightly around my wrist I was sure I was going to have a bruise.

"Wait!" dad shouted "just tell me what I need to do to get him back, please"

Negan leaned down once again and firmly grabbed my father's face witch was twisted with desperation.

"You can have him back once I'm sure that you will cooperate and do everything I say without question, do you really think you can do that now, and before you answer know that if you even think about lying I will cut the boy's other eye out and shove so far down your throat, it'll come out your ass."

Dad kept his mouth shut, everyone knew the answer, dad wasn't going to let Negan control him even after what he did to Abraham, dad would find a way to fight. But Negan knew his weakness, me.

"Dwight, Douglas, Sebastian and Anthony your coming with me, everyone else escort these lovely people back to Alexandria."

All Negan's men started to move, me ,Negan and the four men he had called started towards the RV Dwight maintaining his tight grip on my wrist pulling me along, I buried my feet into the ground and fought against him, stalling the inevitable. He only cursed and tightened his grip.

I looked back at my dad and everyone one else, Negan's men were lifting all of them to their feet and dragging them to cars, I caught a glimpse of Michonne, she was staring at me tears running down her dark cheeks, she had a sad look on her face _everything's going to be okay _she mouthed before a man stuffed her into a car.

I looked over at my dad, he had the same sad look on his face but his was a lot deeper _I'll be okay _I mouthed, this made his sad look deepen but he nodded and mouthed _I love you_ I was going to say it back before he was also shoved into a car, I watched his face in the window as they drove away, memorizing every detail of it, hoping this wouldn't be the last time I see it.

I turned around once the car was gone. Negan stepped into the RV along with the two men he had called Sebastian and Anthony, Dwight dragged me inside, I was no longer fighting knowing it was useless, even if I found someway to get away I wouldn't be able to make it back to Alexandria on my own. The only way I was getting back was if Negan gave me back or if dad came for me and I knew it.

Dwight sat me down at the table and Negan sat on the other side across from me with a smile.

"Get comfortable it's gonna be a long ride."


	2. Chapter 2: the new world order

The RV stopped in front of a factory, the place was huge with long steam pipes protruding from the top and multiple staircases going to different places, it was made of gray stone and the size of five football stadiums.

I hadn't realized I was gaping until Negan told me to close my mouth. Dwight once again grabbed me by my arm and dragged me out of the RV onto the dirt ground that surrounded the factory. The rope binding my hands was cutting into my wrists even though I had been scraping it against the side of my chair the whole ride until it was close to snapping.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught a gleam, I looked over to Dwight's belt to see a gun strapped in his holster, if I could just break this rope and get to it, if I could just find the right moment, I knew the road back to Alexandria wouldn't be easy, but I had to at least try, I just needed to find the right moment.

Negan started to talk to some men in a jeep and Dwight had started leading me towards the factory with Sebastian Douglas and Anthony following behind us, I kept my eyes on the gun making sure not to make it too obvious what I was planning "hey kid" Dwight said in an exasperated voice "move your ass we ain't got all day"

I looked around to see Negan still talking and Dwight had turned to say something to Sebastian and Anthony, all the rest of the saviours were at Alexandria meaning it was only us six and some guards here and there, but no one was looking at me, I knew this was my chance.

I tugged at the rope again and this time it snapped, I reached over and grabbed Dwight's gun in one swift motion, his head snapped back towards me. He gave me a frustrated glare as I raised the gun

"You little-"

I cut him off by pulling the trigger he hit the ground and the guard behind him went down with a yelp and a splatter of blood, I aimed the gun at Negan just as he had turned around to see what all the commotion was about.

I was seconds away from pulling the trigger and getting my revenge, making him pay for murdering Abraham and leaving Sasha heartbroken, for killing someone who had so much further to go, Abraham was a warrior, a survivor, he was a good man with a bright future and it had been taken away by a smile and a bat.

A body crashed into mine and we both hit the ground, I looked up to see Dwight lifting himself up from just tackling me, he grabbed the gun quicker than I could react and struck me across the face.

He kicked me in the ribs over and over, each kick sending a shockwave of pain throughout my body "I'll kill you!"

"Dwight! Back the fuck off!" Negan yelled coming towards us.

"You're going to beat on a little defenseless child?" Dwight backed away and Negan came forward, a talk-show-host smile on his face.

"Is that any way to treat our new guest?"

Negan stretched out his hand "come on I'll show you around" I reluctantly took his arm and he lifted me to my feet as I put my hat back on, I glared at him disappointed that I had missed my chance to rid the world of his psychotic ways.

But he just looked down at me with a smirk and an amused look on his face.

"I don't think I'll get around to fucking so much as one of my wives tonight" he said turning towards the factory

I scowled at him and added perv to the list of reasons why I wanted to kill him.

"What are you going to do to me?" I asked as we reached a door and he knocked on it.

He looked over at me with a slightly disappointed look, but I just glared at him not caring how he felt about me.

"Number one, don't shatter my image of you. You're a fucking badass. You're not scared of shit. Don't be scared of me. It's a disappointment."

I looked over at him wanting to punch that smug tanned face, I was sick of him and his optimism and his obliviousness to all the horrible things he's done. I needed to find me way out of there, away from this lunatic.

We walked into the lobby witch was just a small room with a checkered floor and stairs leading up to a catwalk. A few people questioned Negan about the gunshot, but he just shrugged it off and said he was handling it, witch made me a little uneasy, I knew he wouldn't let me get away with killing one of his men and trying to kill him.

We walked across the catwalk and turned a few times until we came to a hall with doors lining the walls, he stopped at one and opened it, he walked inside and gestured for me to follow.

It was a small room with stonewalls that were covered in layers of dirt and grime, there was a mattress in the corner and a metal pole in the middle of the room that stretched from the ceiling to the floor.

"This is where you'll be staying" Negan said with a smile making me wonder for the millionth time if his face ever hurt from how much he smiled.

"Dwight will bring you food everyday, Sebastian and Anthony will stand guard outside your door making sure you don't try anything, and Douglas will check on you every night. got it?" I nodded reluctantly, he turned to exit, when I decided I could no longer stop myself from asking.

"Why did you do it?" I asked failing at not letting my anger seep into my words "why did you kill Abraham!? We would've listened we would've worked for you! he didn't deser-"

"Do you think it's about what you deserve? All the people you've lost, do you think they deserved to die? They died not because they were weak or unlucky they didn't die because they deserved it, its just the way things are, it's the new world order."

"You're new world order is bullshit! You didn't have to kill him! You're a monster! A murderer!"

Negan walked over to me faster than I could flinch and grabbed my face he leaned in until we were only inches apart, his glare filling every fiber of my being with fear.

"Get used to it kid, this world its full of monsters and murderers, You know how you survive it? Make sure you're the scariest one"

He let go of my face with a shove and I fell on the stone floor as he walked to the door, he turned to look at me before opening it.

"You're dad he loves you, but we always lose what we love."


	3. Chapter 3: the room

The days passed in a blur, I had quickly lost track of the time I had spent in the stone room.

Every morning, afternoon and night Dwight would come to my room with a tray of food, it was always the same. breakfast was always scrambled eggs and sausage, lunch was always a ham sandwich and an apple and dinner was always a slab of meat with mashed potatoes.

I quickly got sick of all three meals, and Dwight would usually leave with a tray full of food.

Every night Douglas would come to my room to check on me, he was a tall man with about the same build as dad, he had a well-trimmed beard and a buzz cut.

He would usually just check my blood pressure and ask if I ate. I always said yes even though he always knew it was a lie. I got a strange vibe from the guy, he looked at me in a very strange way, I felt I knew that look but couldn't place my finger on it.

That afternoon Dwight had just left with a plate that still had everything it did when he walked in.

"Start eating kid you're scrawny ass needs it"

I just scowled and looked back at the same wall I had been staring at for seven days, or was it eight?

Dwight just shrugged and walked out. A couple minutes later the door creaked open again and Anthony popped his head in.

"Hey" he said with a grin

Anthony was one of Negan's youngest men, he had dark curly hair that hung over his eyes and always wore the same red plaid shirt.

Most nights he would come in and we would play cards, the first night I was hesitant, but eventually we had become friends. He would tell me stories about college and his ex-girlfriends, we would talk about normal things as though we were two normal young men, and I was grateful for it.

He walked over to the mattress I was sitting on, sat on the floor across from me, and starting shuffling the cards.

"You haven't been eating, I saw Dwight leaving with a full plate, again."

He looked up at me with a slightly worried look, and I almost smiled, grateful that I had someone who cared.

"It's fine, I'm just not hungry"

"You should be, you haven't eaten in days, you're pale and Douglas tells me you're blood pressures extremely low."

"Douglas doesn't know shit"

Anthony smirked. Another thing we had in common was our hatred for Douglas, the man always wore a scowl and regarded everyone with a cold glare, he was easy to hate.

"Maybe" Anthony started, the worried look back on his face "but he's the only one here who qualifies as a doctor, and he says if you don't start eating soon you could get really sick."

"I'll eat when I get back to Alexandria"

Anthony sighed and placed my cards down in front of me. We started playing crazy eights as Anthony told me about a girl he had met in his freshman year of college.

After about an hour of playing cards, laughing and me beating Anthony for the fifth time in a row, he got up and ruffled my hair witch he knew I hated, he laughed as I scowled.

"I'll see you tomorrow"

He turned and headed towards the door, I had just laid down when he turned back around.

"And try and eat please, for me. I know you miss you're family, but I don't know how long Negan's keeping you here and I don't want you to starve yourself." His tone was laced with concerned and I once again fought the urge to smile.

"I'll try" he smiled and reached up to the chain attached to the light bulb on the ceiling and closed the door engulfing me in darkness.

I laid on my thin mattress and felt lucky that Anthony kept me company. If it weren't for him this place would feel even more like a prison. I just wish I could see dad, I wish I could hear Judith laugh, and exchange jokes with Michonne, I wish I could be home. More than anything I wanted to see Enid again and tell her how sorry I was for locking her in that closet. But until Negan decided dad would cooperate I was stuck here, at least I had Anthony to keep me company. He was the one decent person I had met here. Maybe this place wasn't all bad.

I had just finished that thought when I heard the creak of a door, I sat up to see a sliver of dim light stretch across the floor as the door slowly opened. A figure stood at the doorway.

"Anthony?"

"Not quite" Douglas slipped into the room, shut the door and started towards me.

"Oh, isn't a little early for a checkup?" and that's when I noticed he didn't have any of his equipment, I didn't get a chance to ask what he was doing because he was already in front of me.

A blade pressed against my throat and I stiffened, a chill ran down my spine as he stared at me with that look, and I finally figured out where I knew it from, It was the same look Dan had given me when Joes group attacked us on our way to terminus, a look of hunger.

The man smiled "don't make a sound."


	4. Chapter 4: a dull past

"What do you want from me?"

His hand went to the back of my head and his fingers tangled in my hair as he gripped my brunet locks roughly. There was a sinister smile stretched across his face exposing his yellowing teeth.

"I haven't been able to relieve myself in a while, all the woman here are either Negan's wives or someone else's. But then you came and I knew I couldn't pass up the opportunity."

My heart had started hammering in my chest, I'd been through a lot of things. I'd been shot twice, I watched my mom die, I shot a kid, I watched my dad rip a man's throat out and watched Abraham die.

But this, this was never supposed to happen, dad had made sure of that by ripping Joes throat out, but this man's just like Dan and plans on doing the same thing. The only difference is now I'm alone.

I started struggling I threw my fist in his direction and it hit him square in the jaw. He let go of me to cup his bruised jaw. I jumped off the mattress and practically lunged at the door, but Douglas had quickly recovered from the blow and grabbed my ankle.

I lost my balance and fell to the ground, my head cracked against the stone floor, pain reverberated through my skull and my vision faded a shade darker, I tried to crawl to the door but my movements were sluggish and Douglas still had a firm grip on my ankle.

He started to pull me towards him. I clawed at the floor as I was being pulled into his grasp.

He kept on pulling until I was underneath him, he sat on my legs pinning them to the ground, he grabbed a rag from his pocket and shoved it in my mouth and tied the two ends at the back of my head.

"Wouldn't want anyone to hear us now would we" he said as he grabbed my arms and pinned them to the ground as well.

Douglas ran his fingers threw my hair and gripped it tightly. He stood, still holding my hair and dragged me to the metal pole in the middle of the room.

He slammed me against it and started to undo his belt. I screamed, it was muffled by the rag but still loud enough to be heard. His head immediately snapped up and he clamped a hand over my mouth, an annoyed look on his face.

"Make another sound and I'll fuck you so hard you'll never walk again, be a good boy and I'll go gentle." He smiled his yellow toothy grin once again and tied my hands behind my back with his belt.

Tears started to roll down my cheek, and I fought to hold back sobs. Douglas looked up and grabbed my face. He wiped away my tears with his thumb.

"Don't cry. It wont be that bad, you might even like it"

With that I started struggling again, kicking and flailing doing anything I could to get away from this psychopath. I couldn't let this happen, not this. I was able to get past all the death and disappointment and loss that came with this new world, but I had a feeling that if I let this happen I wouldn't be able to get over it.

Douglas held my shoulders keeping me pinned against the metal pole. I kept kicking and fighting but he only smiled and with one hand grabbed my hair again, his other hand trailed down my chest and to my jeans.

He looked up at me once more with a smile before he slipped his hand into my jeans.

Tears started to pour down my cheek, more tears then I've ever cried, even with only one eye.

I fought with everything I had, I pulled at the belt binding my hands while sobbing as his hand moved over my privates, somewhere he had no right to touch me. He pulled my head back exposing my neck and started to suck on the soft skin, moaning as he stroked me.

I sobbed into the rag and shut my eye, praying someone would hear, anyone.

Just when I had given up all hope that anyone would come or care, the sound of someone clearing their throat came from behind Douglas.

The man immediately removed his hand from my pants and let go of my hair, my head lolled forwards as Douglas whipped around to see where the noise had come from.

Standing in the door way was Negan carrying his bat, and next to him was Anthony. Negan's expression was mostly blank but his eyes were narrowed at Douglas, Anthony stood beside Negan staring at the scene before him with a horrified look.

"Anthony told me he heard a noise coming from Carl's room"

Douglas shot to his feet, a terrified look on his face "please Negan it's not what it looks like"

"Really cause you know what it looked like to me, it looked like you had you're hand in the boy's pants and it looked like he didn't like it very much."

"Come on Negan the kid deserves it"

"Is that so?"

"The prick's father killed more of our men than we could count!"

Negan pursed his lips, an unreadable look on his face. Finally he said "you know what, you're right" my heart dropped at his words, I should've known he wouldn't help me, I should've known better than to believe that people could still be good. I started to struggle until Negan spoke again.

"His father did kill our men, but you know who didn't?"

Negan pointed at me "what gives you the right to decide if he's punished for something he didn't do?" Negan had started circling Douglas with Lucille over his shoulder.

"What's our number one rule Douglas?"

"N-no rape"

"Exactly and what were you trying to do?"

Negan had Lucille pointed at the trembling mans chest.

"I'm sorry Negan, it'll never happen again" the man pleaded pathetically.

Negan nudged him with Lucille "that's not what I asked" he said with a firm voice letting Douglas know that he should probably answer him correctly.

Douglas gulped fear written all over his face " I-I tried to r-rape him"

"So tell me Douglas what gives you the right, the authority to take someone's choice away, to force them"

"I-I just wanted-"

"What? To get laid, couldn't find a girlfriend so you just decided to molest a kid?"

I would've laughed at the dumbstruck look on Douglas' face if I had the strength. I hadn't eaten in three days, or was it four? And I was started to feel lightheaded.

"I'm s-sorry"

For a moment Negan just stood in front of him an expressional look on his face. Then he broke out into a wide grin.

"I believe you Douglas, you didn't mean it right?"

Douglas nodded relieved. Anthony had an angry look on his face, but I knew he wouldn't stand up to Negan, he was going to let Douglas go and there was nothing either of us could do about.

Douglas had started toward the door with his head down. I didn't need to be able to see him to know he was smiling. Negan was letting him go even after what he'd done. I knew it wasn't going to be over, Douglas would try again and maybe next time Negan wouldn't be there to stop him.

Douglas had just reached the door with his hand on the knob when Negan tapped him on his shoulder.

"Oh, and Douglas one more thing"

Douglas turned around and faster than I could blink, Negan swung Lucille, her wooden barbed wire wrapped surface connected with Douglas face.

He went down with a scream of agony clutching the side of his face that was now littered with bleeding holes.

"We!"

_Crack_

"Don't!"

_Crack_

"Rape!"

_Crack_

With each word he delivered a fatal blow to Douglas' head with his beloved Lucille.

I watched as Douglas' face went from one of a man's to nothing but gore and ripped flesh, I watched as blood pooled around the mound of torn flesh, shattered skull and pieces of brain.

"arl…are…ou…ok…carl…an…ou…ear…me, carl!" my head snapped up to Anthony, who was now kneeling in front of me.

"Hey buddy" he said with a sad undertone faking a smile "everything's going to be ok, I'm gonna get you outta here"

He untied the rag that was wrapped around my head and then starting undoing the belt that bound my wrists.

I looked over Anthony's shoulder to see Negan staring at me, he was panting from just having beaten Douglas' brains in, he held his now bloody prized possession, blood and even parts of brain were splattered on the side of his face.

Anthony grabbed my arms and stood helping me to my feet, I was shaking violently and my insides felt twisted the ghosts of Douglas' hands still trailing over my body. I would've thrown up if I had something to throw up.

"Hey buddy you okay?" I immediately wanted to slap Anthony across the face for asking the stupidest question ever. Of course I wasn't okay I was almost…

"I-I"

I was going to tell him I would never be okay again when a wave of nausea hit me and I could feel my eye roll to the back of my head, my feet gave out on me and I fell forward into Anthony's arms.

And the world faded to black.


	5. Chapter 5: a better cause

**This chapter is in Negan's POV, just don't want anyone to get confused :)**

The boy's eye rolled to the back of his head and his body went limp. Anthony was able to catch him before he could hit the floor.

Anthony looked up at me "he's weak he needs food"

The young man put his hand to Carl's head, when he pulled it away it was red with blood.

"He hit his head" Anthony said with concern

"Take him to the infirmary, I'll be there in a sec"

Anthony put one hand under the boy's knees and the other under his spine, lifting him into his arms. He left the room carrying the boy.

I walked over to the mattress in the corner. I knelt down in front of it. The brown sheriffs hat the boy had been wearing when we brought him here rested on the ruffled sheets. I lifted it and a photo fell out. It was faded and wrinkled, a woman was smiling at the camera she had long brown hair and a warm smile. I flipped it over and written on the back in slightly sloppy handwriting was,

_I know you didn't get to know mom, but I thought you could at least know what she looked like._

_-You're big brother Carl_

I sighed and walked to the infirmary clutching the Sheriffs hat and photo.

I walked in to see Carl lying on the metal operating table that was in the middle of the stark white room, Anthony sat beside him as a nurse inserted an IV into the boy's arm.

I walked into the room still holding my bloody beauty Lucille, the nurse glanced at her and gulped nervously knowing that someone had just gotten the bat. She hurriedly secured the needle in Carl's arm and walked out.

I stepped behind Anthony who was seated beside Carl watching his chest rise and fall. The boy looked awful. His hair was matted because of the blood on his head and his ashen face was gaunt, my eyes fell to his neck where Douglas had given him an unwanted hickey.

I looked down at Lucille and smiled at the thought of Douglas never being able to do that to anyone again, he was a heartless rapist intent on scarring a boy for life. But now, now he's just another dead body one among many just like him.

"Thank you, for stopping him" Anthony said still staring at Carl.

"You really care about him, why?"

"He just reminds me of someone I used to know"

I put my hand on Anthony's shoulder he looked up at me with a slightly shocked look, I usually only touch my saviours when I'm punishing them.

"Extra food privileges, for bringing this to my attention"

Anthony turned back around to Carl "give it to him, get him something different to eat for once"

I was taken slightly aback by his words, he was giving up his food privileges for a kid he hardly knew. I couldn't imagine myself doing that, not in this world where you take what you can get your hands on.

"I should ah get back to work" he said, standing. He squeezed Carl's hand before walking out.

I sat in the chair that was previously occupied by Anthony and stared at the boy in front of me. Although he looked malnourished and injured there was something about him that was different.

He just looked so calm, his face was usually twisted with anger or worry for the ones he loves. But lying in front of me he just looked like a sixteen-year-old boy, a boy who hadn't seen the true horrors of the world, a boy who hadn't watched everything and everyone he loved die, a boy who hadn't almost been raped.

I was ripped from my thoughts as Carl started to twitch, sweat beaded his forehead and his face contorted into his usual look of pain.

He was having a nightmare.

I watched as the boy thrashed on the table "mom" he uttered "mom look at me keep your eyes open" I leaned in curiously listening to the boy's words.

"You don't have to do this…I love you too" tears started to fall from his eye

"Stop! You're killing her!" he cried out, eventually I had to hold his shoulders down to stop him from falling off the table.

After a while he calmed down and uttered "I have to she's my mom" before his face softened once again and he went still.

A few seconds later his eye slowly fluttered open and he stared up at me. His eye was full of fear, of vulnerability something I thought I'd never see on this child warrior.

At least until he realized who he was looking at, and in an instant the fear was gone like it had never been there in the first place.

He started to struggle, no doubt remembering what happened with Douglas. He sat up trying to pull himself away from me but I held his shoulders. He kicked and flailed trying in vein to get away from.

"Let me go!"

"Not until you calm down and stop fighting me"

"I'll never stop fighting you, you asshole. You took me from my dad! You killed Abraham! I hate you!"

He fought to get away from me for a few more minutes before he started to calm down breathing hard from all his struggling.

I stood for a few minutes holding his shoulders as he panted, I thought the fight was over when a cracked sob broke the silence.

Carl started to tremble, tears started pouring from his eye as his body racked with sobs.

I didn't know what to do the only other time I had seen Carl this vulnerable was when Douglas was touching him. I didn't think the boy was even capable of crying anymore, of showing emotion from how hardened he was.

After what seemed like forever his sobbing turned to soft crying he started to relax and eventually went limp again having cried himself to sleep.

I laid the boy back down on the table gently, I sat in the chair beside him and waited for him to wake up again

…

I had been staring at the picture of the woman who was no doubt Carl's mother for about twenty minutes before I heard a hiss.

I looked up at the table to see Carl lift his hand to his head, hissing in pain.

"Don't"

His head immediately snapped up in my direction his eyes wide.

"You probably have a concussion best not to touch it"

The boy stared at me for a moment with his one icy blue eye, he observed me with a hint of anger, I could tell he wanted to kill me. He had tried when we had first gotten here. He knew he would've died if he shot me, my men would've killed him without hesitation. But his thirst for vengeance and his hatred of me was worth it to him.

I felt a slight twist in my stomach but quickly pushed it away, what do I care what some preteen thinks of me.

I lifted his hat making his eyes widen a little more.

"Did your dad give this to you?"

He looked down and silently nodded. I lifted the picture and his head snapped up again.

"What was her name?" I asked curiously

"None of your damn business" he hissed coldly

"She died didn't she?"

The boy flinched but his surprised look turned to one of anger.

"Was your dad there when she died?"

"Shut up" he said in a silent but dangerous tone

"Why didn't he save her?"

"Shut up!" his anger boiled over, and for a second I knew I crossed the line but there was no going back now. A smile stretched across my face I knew I hurt the kid and I may have even regretted it, but for some reason, I found I just couldn't stop myself.

"You had to shoot her didn't you, cause daddy sheriff was too much of a coward"

"If anyone's a coward its you"

"Is that so?" I leaned in making the kid flinch but he spoke his mind nonetheless

"You don't know the first thing about sacrifice, about loving someone so much you'd do anything for them. You don't have a family, a wife that actually loves you, something to live for. All you have are these walls and a baseball bat"

I only smiled at his words. Sure the kid had intended to hurt me but I honestly couldn't find it in myself to care.

"What you think your dad's so much better?" I asked

"He doesn't beat people's brains in with a baseball bat"

"Maybe not but last time I checked he killed everyone of my men in one of my bases"

Carl looked down "he does what he has to, to keep us alive, to keep Alexandria safe. But everything you do is for your own selfish needs, my dads a killer because he has to be, but you, you choose to be"

I was now standing next to the table only a couple inches from the boy, who looked right back defiantly.

I broke into a grin at the kid's poker face "you're a fire cracker aren't ya"

"Screw you"

I leaned down until we were face-to-face "do you really believe your dad will win?"

"He always does, you're just like the rest of them, The governer, Joe, terminus, Pete, the wolves. Your just another murderer"

I couldn't help but admire the kid's faith in his father. I placed a hand on my chin and thought about the names he had listed off, of the many groups and enemies they've come across.

"What makes you think I'm like the rest of them, that I'm not gonna be the one person he cant stop?"

"Because you walk around like nothing and nobody means anything, you kill people with a smile, like you aren't destroying someone's life. But one of these days there's gonna be someone stronger, with a bigger army and a better cause."

I put the boys hat on his head "maybe one day but it sure as hell ain't today."

**A/N: please leave a suggestion of where you think this story should go cause I'm not a 100% sure :)**


End file.
